A          BRUSH          WITH           REFUGEES

horses yoked to a broad, heavily-laden farm wagon.
At their head, holding the reins, stood a giant of a
fellow in shirt sleeves, a Fleming, with a large florid
face and hair as red as the Major's own. He was
urging on the horses to pass another wagon in front,
and completely blocked the road. The Major choked
with fury.

" Pull in, there. . . . Pull in ..." he shouted in
French.

The giant returned him a surly glance and took no
further notice.

" Did you hear what I said ? " yelled the Major.
" Get back where you came from and let us pass."

The other swore back at him in Flemish. With a
contemptuous gesture he flung out a huge hand as if
to brush the Major off the road. Behind the wagon
the Major could see a thick crowd massing, ready to
sweep forward as one man when the wagon moved.
He realised that something must be done quickly.

Jumping out of his truck he confronted the sidlen
giant, who glared down at him with bitter animosity.
A sudden hatred towards this man filled the Major's
heart. Red-haired himself, he cherished an instinctive
dislike to red-haired men. And upon this one he was
just in the mood to concentrate all the exasperation
he had accumulated during the past hour. His blue
eye fixed themselves on his adversary in a cold anger,

" If you don't instantly back your horses, I'll do it
for you/' he said.

" That remains to be seen," replied the other in
French. At the same time he repeated the insolent
wave of his hand.

The Major wasted no more words. He stepped
forward and grabbed the reins from the fellow's hand.
For a second the red-haired giant seemed dumb-
founded. Then, frantic at the prospect of losing the
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